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And called it Ruge-mount,at which'namcl darted, 

Becauie a Bard of /reland told me once 
I ihould not iiue long after / faw Richmond. 

Bttc. My Lord. 

King. /, wliats a docker 
Bac. / am thus bold to put your grace in rninde 
Of what you promifdc me. 

Kitijr.-fFiUy but whatsa clockcf 
Bttc. Fpon the droit e of ten. 

JvT.^.Weiij let it drike. 

Bttc. Why let it (Irike? 

King. Becaule.that likcalackc rhonjkeep d the droke 
Betwixt thy begging and' ruy meditation, * 
lam notin thegiuingvairictoday. 

Bac. Why then refolue me whether you will or no? 

K. Tut, tut, thou troubled me, /am not in the vainc. Exit. 
Bttc. Is iceuen fo / reward she my trueferuice 
Withfuch deepe con empc, made / him king forthis ? 

O let roethinkeon Hidings, and begone 
To Brecnock, while my fearefuii head is on. Exit. 

Enter Mr Brandt Tirrell . 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is dene, 

The mod arch-act of picteous mallacre. 

That euer yet this land was gutlueof, 

Dighton and Forrcfi whom / did fubborne 
To dothis rqdi full pecce of butchery, 

Although they were fle flit villains, bloudy dogs. 

Melting with tendernelfeand kind compailion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad dories: 

Loe thus qua)th Dighton laic thofe tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forrcd girdling one another 
Within their innocent alabladerarmes, 

Their lips hke foure red Robeson a dallce, 

Which in their fammer beautie kid each other, 

A booxcof prai.ers on their pillow laic, 

Which once quoth Forredalmodchangd my mindc, 

Bui O the diuei i there the villainedopt, 
WhildDightonthus told on wefniorhered. 

The 


of Richard she iTiird. 

J r l' c i’cplcniflicd Aveet workc of nature, 

itom the prime creation euer be fram.de, 

T.iey-could notfpeake,and fo/JeftthetM&rb, m 

1 o oi /ng this tydings to the bloudy. king. 

Enter king Richard. 

And here he comes. Ail hade my ioueraigne liege. 

A i '\%- Kind rirrdl.am /happie.in thy newes ? 

J tr. ix to hdue done the tiling you cauein charge 
Begc ry our happihelfc , be happic thin?"* 

For it ,-s done my Lord. 

Kmg. Butdidd thou fee them dead? 

7 tr- / did my Lord. 

Khg And buried gentle Terrell? 

Ttr. Tne Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in what place /do not know'. 

King. Come to me TirrclJ foone at after dipper, 

And thou fhalt tell rheprocefleofthcir death/ 

Mcane time bur thinkc bow / may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit. Tin ell. 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence hane /pent vpclofe, 

His daughter meanly hauel matchtin marriage, 

The fonnes ofEdward fleepe in Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Brit taine Richmond aimes 
Acyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I goe a iolly thrilling wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King • Good newes or bad d hay ho u corned in fo bluntly? 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Bristled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the fieid.and ftiil his power encrcafeth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied army .* 

Come , / haue heard that fearfuil commenting, 

Is leaden leruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaiie-pac't beggery, 
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